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'; she feels whose remembrance, whose love of her it is that makes
the night full of music. In distance even, we are united by these
melodies; as in every separation, by the ethereal accordance of
love. Ah ! two hearts that love each other are as two magnetic
needles ; whatever moves the one must move the other with it ;
for it is one power that works in both, one principle that pervades
them. Can I in her arms conceive the possibility of parting from
her ? And yet I am soon to be far from her; to seek out a sanc-
tuary for our love, and then to have her ever with me.
" How often, when absent from her, and lost in thoughts about
her, happening to touch a book, a piece of dress or aught else,
have I thought I felt her hand, so entirely was I invested with her
presence! And to recollect those moments which shunned the
light of day and the eye of the cold spectator; which to enjoy, the
gods might determine to forsake the painless condition of their
pure blessedness ! To recollect them ? As if by memory we could
renew the tumultuous thrilling of that cup of joy, which encircles
our senses with celestial bonds, and lifts them beyond all earthly
hindrances. And her form"—He lost himself in thoughts of her;
his rest passed away into longing; he leaned against a tree, and
cooled his warm cheek on its bark; and the winds of the night
wafted speedily aside the breath, which proceeded in sighs from
his pure and impassioned bosom. He groped for the neckerchief
he had taken from her; but it was forgotten, it lay in his other
clothes. His frame quivered with emotion.
The music ceased, and he felt as if fallen from the element in
which his thoughts had hitherto been soaring. His restlessness
increased, as his feelings were no longer nourished and assuaged
by the melody. He sat down upon her threshold, and felt more
peace. He kissed the brass knocker of her door; he kissed the
threshold over which her feet went out and in, and warmed it by
the fire of his breast. He again sat still for a moment, and figured
her behind her curtains in the white nightgown, with the red rib-
bon round her head, in sweet repose; he almost fancied that he
was himself so near her, she must needs be dreaming of him.
His thoughts were beautifdl, like the spirits of the twilight; rest
and desire alternated within him; love ran with a quivering hand,
in a thousand moods, over all the chords of his soul: it was as if
the spheres stood mute above him, suspending their eternal song
to watch the low melodies of his heart.
Had he then had about him the master-key with which he

